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FOR NOTHING 


Well, I think his name was Jeff or Jim or some- 
thing but we all just called him The Stupe. The 
Stupe was always doing something dumb, some 
stupid act noone but the Stupe could account for 
much less explain, like the time he dumped in 
his pants on the way to the Who concert and 
didn't tell anybody until he didn't have to. 





Or the time he whipped it out during math class 
and was showing it off to the girls in back and 
while his head was turned around and he was 
laughing and jerking on it in the direction of 
Louies sister Berta who had both hands up over 
her face real embarrassed like well, the nun 
snuck up behind him and whacked it with her 
ruler. The Stupe's face went all pale and as 

he lost his grip his hand started to shake and 
then it happened, all over the top of his desk. 
Sister touched it with her finger, then tasted 
some, before wiping it off with the edge of her 
Sleeve. The Stupe stayed after school that 
night, beating erasers or something. 

One day the Stupe decided to put on a little 
show to impress his girlfriend Berta. He took 
his dog's chain link leash and threw it up 

over Berta's Mom's clothesline. He grabbed 

one end with his hand, and the other end, the 
one with the hand grip, he stuck his right foot 
into and then jumped up and let gravity slide 
him the length of the clothesline. Except half- 
way down he slipped and let go of the end he 

was holding with his hand, which caught and 
wrapped itself around the line, both dropping 
him and holding him upside down at the same time. 
When he got his bearings, he looked around and 
saw that Berta had deserted him, but her mutt, 

a female poodle that hated him, was coming at 
his face, snarling and teeth bared. The Stupe 
hung upside down like that, fighting off the 
dog, till Louie came home from school and help- 
ed him down. After that, Berta wouldn't even 
spit in his direction. 

All through high school, it just got worse for 
the Stupe. The first time he got drunk, he got 
into a fight, nearly got killed, then he wreck- 
ed his Dad's car on the way home. The first 
time he got laid, he got the crabs, got the girl 
pregnant, found out he was gay. No, he only 
thought he was gay, for awhile, after he heard 
his first David Bowie record, dug it, and start- 
ed wearing Max Factor. The Stupe was just plain 
stoopid, born confused. 


But he always smelled nice. That was one 

thing everybody took for granted. Actually, 

in retrospect, we all took alot for granted 
when it came to the Stupe, and his incessant 
raving, his tireless diatribes toward the 
infinite and the infinitesimal, his probing 
searching vision into the very dust of magnum 
gnosis. Yes, we never took him seriously, not 
seriously enough, oh no, no. For the years 

and years of random numbskullery and seemingly 
chaotic behaviour paid off for the Stupe in 

the end, if it indeed be the end at all or 
rather some hopeful, bright shining beginning. 
If one act of bravery could set the course for 
victory, the way must then be clear for all men, 
this is how great his accomplishment became. 
None of us could have guessed that day that 

the Stupe had made anything but another in a 
long and disastrous-line of bad decisions in 
joining the Riverside Defense Force Marching 
Band. After all, he couldn't hold a tune. 

Who could have known, even the Stupe, that he 
would become the first officer of that proud 
and noble organization to organize such a feat. 
I mean feet (see cover illustration). 

One day during boot camp, The Grand Conductor 
barked an order directly into the Stupe's face, 
and the Stupe, being the Stupe of course, but 
no Dope, fell to the ground and assumed the 
"Seal" position, flat on his back with hands 
and legs in the air, hitting them together 
making a clapping sound with his hands, while 
the legs made more of a low muffled 
thump. All present at once realized that the 
resulting sound was just the combination they'd 
been looking for to compliment the percussion 
section of the band. Plus, it added a colorful 
touch, an aesthetic sense akin to the beauty 
of world-class synchronized swimming or snipe 
hunting. 

The Stupe was hailed as an innovative genius 
of choreography and soon wielded the Master 
Baton in the marching band. 


The Riverside Defense Force Marching Band 
under the fragrant wand of The Stupe were 
soon smelling better, playing David Bowie 
medleys, and assuming the "Seal" position 

to the delight of the people of the nations 
around the world. Crazy as it may seem, and 
to the amazement of his friends who "knew 

him when", the Stupe seemed to have finally 
fallen into his niche. 

On the marching band's third world tour the 
Stupe met and fell in love with a vibrant, 
bubbly, adorable, yet unfortunate girl who 
had been born with a large black rectangle 
Void where her eyes should be. This was un- 
doubtedly to the Stupe's advantage consider- 
ing his looks. They were married in the 
girl's hometown of Port-au-Prince by the 
local Voodoo priest. After a short honeymoon 
sightseeing in the Alps, they settled back in 
Haiti with a goat, a chicken, and an old 
school desk the Stupe is refinishing on the 
back porch. John Eberly 1/89 





The Stupe and his wife 
on their Wedding Day. 


Send your Good For Nothing Stories, Artwork, 
Etc. to: MUMBLES POB 8312, Wichita, KS 67208. 


